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The Life and Death 


That all the treafoifs of thefe cighteene yeares 
Complotted and contrived in this Land, 

Fctcht from fade CMowbray their firft head and fpring* 
Further I lay and further will maintaine 
V pon his bad life,to make all this good. 

That he did plot the Duke of <] letters death, 

Suggeft hisfoone beieeving adverfarks, 

, ; J|nd confequenriy like a Traytor Coward, 

out his innocent foule through ftreames of blood: 
Which blood., like facrificing Abels cryes, 

(Even from the tongueleffe cavernes of the earth) 

To me for Iuftice, and rough chafticemcnt : 

And by the glorious worth of my delcent. 

This arme fhall doeit,or this life be fpent. 

King. How high a pitch his refolution foares ; 

Thomas of Norfolk, what la yeft thou to this ? 

Morv . Oh let my lo veraigne turnc away his face. 

And bid his cares a little while be deafe. 

Till 1 have told this flander of his bloody 
How God and good men hate fo fowle a Iyer* 

King, Mowbray y impartiall are our eyes and eares, 
Were he our brother, nay,ourKingdomesheire, 

As he is but our fathers brothers fonne ; 

Now by mv Scepters aweslmakea vow, 

Such neighbour-ncereneffe to our facred blood. 

Should nothing priviledge him, nor partialize 
The unrtoqping firmenefie of our upright foule. 

He is cur iubieht (. Mowbray ) lo art thou, 

Free fpeech and feareldfe, I to thee allow. 

Mow. 1 hen Bullingbrcoke as low as to thy heart, 
Through the falle paffage of thy throat; thou 1'yelf: 
Three parts of that receipt I had for Callice, 

Disburft I to his Highnelfe fouldiers ; 

1 he of her part referv’d 1 by content. 

For that my foveraigne Liege was in my debt, 

Vpon remainder of a deare account, 

Since Jail I went to France to fetch his Qucene: 

How fwallow downe that Jye-For Glotters deaths 
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of Richard the feco'nd. 

I flew him not ; but (to mineowne difgrace) 

Negle<5ied my ivvorne dutyin that cale : 

For you my Noble Lord of Lancaller, 

The honourable father to my foe, 

Once I did lay an a.mbufh for your life, 

A trefpafle that doth vex my grieved foule: 

But ere I laft receiv’d the Sacrament, 

I did confe{Teit,and exa&ly begg’d 
Your Graces pardon, and I hope I had it. 

This is my fault: as for the rell appeal’d. 

It iffues from the rancour of a villaine, 

A recreant, and mod degenerate Traytor, 

Which in my felfe I boldly will defend. 

And enterchangeably hurle downe my gage, 

Vpon this overweening Traitors foot, 

To prove my felfe a loyal! Gentleman , 

Even in the beft blood chamber'd in his bofome. 

In halfe whereof mod heartily I pray 
Your Highnelfe to adigne our try all day. 

King. Wrath- kindled Gcnlemen be rul’d by me : 
Let’s purge, this chollef without letting blood : 

This we preferibe , though no Phyfition. 

Deepe malice makes too deepe incifion. 
Forgct,forgive,c©nclude,and be agreed. 

Our Doftors fayj t-his is nb time to bleed. 

Good Vncle, let this end Where it begun, <■ i 

Wec’l calme the' Duke of Norfolktyy6n yotu- fontie 1 . 

quant. To be a make-peace (ball become my age, 
Throw d'owne(my fonne)the Duke of Nor fo ikes ^age. 
Kingi And Norfolk doWriehis. • ° & 
Gaunt: W hen Harry whfcn > Obedience bid's, 
Obedience bids, I Ihould ndt bidagen. 
King.Nerfolkeyhtoxv downe, we bidjthereis no bodte. 
Mow , My felfe I throw (dread Soveraigne)at thy foot* 
•ly lifL thou fhalt command, but not my fhame. 

The one my duty owes, but my faire name 
Defpight of death' that lives upon my grave 
Todarke difhonours ufe, thou fhait rior'h»v^. 


Iar 



f ir 


WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard II ( STC 22313) LONDON, 1634 UNIVERSITY OF EDIN BURGH (JA 3704) OdaVO 


